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This project utilizes hybrid poetry and short fiction to examine the story of Jephthah’s 
daughter from the book of Judges. It offers a revised translation of the Biblical text and 
reimagines the consequences of Jephthah’s actions. It does this through fragmented poetry, a 
form which allows the reader to imagine the inner workings of multiple narrators at once. It 
concludes with an examination of trauma as witnessed through inanimate objects. It derives 
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“There were many different ways to tell a story like this.” 
-Anne Carson, Autobiography of Red 
 
 Four years ago I discovered the book of Judges, and in it, Jephthah and his 
daughter. I was troubled by the story of this father, forced to sacrifice his daughter because 
of a vow he made with his god. It seemed terribly disempowering and I was furious with the 
daughter’s apparent apathy. Why didn’t she protest? Why didn’t she try to save herself? More 
than that, why didn’t she have a name? This anger turned towards translation. I found myself 
obsessing over this story; I had to re-write it. I had to tell it from a different perspective.   
Tongue Meet  Cheek: Academic Structure  as Sat ire  
 My background in composition and English literature has pounded the necessary 
elements of the critical essay so firmly into my consciousness, that I dream in introductions 
and worry in compound sentences. But this book wasn’t supposed to be about strict 
structure; truthfully, this book wasn’t so much a book as it was a fever. So why begin with a 
title page? Perhaps it’s my quickly accruing student debt, but I felt the need to push back at 
the realm of academia. In one of my drafts, I wrote, “it is my entirely honest academic 
endeavor to find the whole story of Jephthah’s daughter even as it echoes like a laugh 
through these trees.” The joke is in the fervor of my tone. An honest author wouldn’t feel 
the need to assure you that they are “entirely honest.”  
 When I considered the story of Jephthah, when I tried to put his daughter in a 
current context, I couldn’t help but wonder at the ways they would have handled her. The 
bureaucratic circles she would have had to wander; the paperwork required to properly 
report her abusive father. It reminded me of my own experience with trauma, how those 
2	  
	  
around me demanded a thorough accounting of the events of my life, as if I could have 
prepared myself for another man’s indiscretion.  
 The table of contents, the critical forward, the epigraph, all of these serve the same 
purpose; they work to trick the reader’s eye to trust. Their faith gained, the content works 
quickly to unravel this literary contract. If you’re looking for a true table of contents, you 
won’t find it here. The poem Epigraph actually borrows a technique from Anne Carson, a 
poem consisting solely of if statements, without ever including the then. This tension can 
cause crisis in the reader, a wickedly incomplete thought; this rings true, as trauma never 
offers neat resolution for its survivors, no matter how loudly the audience demands easy 
answers. There can be no accounting for what happened.  
The Priv i l ege  o f  Translat ion , An Anne Carson Approach   
 In my thesis, I ask “who am I to translate? What could be allowable in this tragedy of 
verse?” Anne Carson’s Autobiography of Red helped me answer this question. Autobiography 
explores the story of Heracles and Geryon; originally the myth focuses on Heracles, the hero 
who is called to kill the monster Geryon. Carson changes these perspectives completely, 
telling the tale from Geryon’s point of view, and changing the story itself. Instead of being 
killed, Geryon’s heart is broken by Heracles. We are able to see him as Carson’s “tiny 
monster”; not a creature to be feared, but an adolescent who has survived too many abuses 
to count.  
 Geryon’s tiny red wings echo through my manuscript. Carson’s crafting taught me to 
question any story that demands death of its characters. It troubled my idea of narrative. 
Suddenly, a linear story seemed threatening; I did not want the line of Jephthah’s decision to 
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come to fruition. I found myself listening, carefully, for a different voice to emerge from the 
Biblical text. In fact, I found myself in the wilderness, waiting at a typewriter for her voice to 
emerge from the silence. This is how the story was born: I would type her a question, and 
she would answer: 
Q: Why won’t you tell me who you are? 
A: You have just started to get to know me, and I would like to take my time. 
 It was an eerie experience, like I was using a Ouija board, something I was never 
allowed to do as a child. But line by line, the story was forming. As I studied the text and 
continued my character conversation, I realized that, nervous as I was to try to translate, the 
greater sin would be to continue to silence this voiceless woman. Her father had made a deal 
with God, using her life as a bargaining chip, but she was one step ahead of him. “I know 
you have to kill me, Father,” she said, “But before you do, give me three months in the 
woods with my female companions to bewail my virginity, for I will never marry.” He lets 
her go. This is unheard of in the Old Testament; women were literally considered the 
property of either their fathers or their husbands. I knew that once she reached the woods, 
she could not come back.  
 Throughout this project, I have known the sharp desire of distance, how the 
character of Jephthah’s daughter has evaded me. Anne Carson describes Eros as the pleasure 
of the pull, of wanting what we know we should not want, the apple on its highest branch, 
teasing, telling us to only reach for a little bit longer. The oldest story, Eve found wondering 
and then found guilty; she didn’t want the fruit, she wanted the feeling right before they were 
caught. Adam’s unshaven cheek at her thigh, desire for no other reason but to delight in it, 
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its spark a candle soon dark. This is how I have wanted my story. Knowing that to tell it is to 
ruin it, but needing it still. I made my case in the dark, until finally she told me. 
How She Told Me: Translat ion through Fragmentat ion  
 As a poet, I thought the most frightening element of writing was length. The thought 
of sustaining a work for longer than a page terrified me. Yet, I have found short, fragmented 
poetry to be even more challenging; I had no idea how difficult and useful it would be for 
my thesis. The fragments allowed me to explore the narrative, detail by detail. It was one of 
these fragments that revealed to me my main character’s first name, Judith. I sat at my 
typewriter and asked her about her family. This was her response: “I was my father’s beloved 
and he was mine. ‘Judith,’ he would call me to breakfast…”. 
 When I first discovered the name Judith, I was unaware of its Biblical connotations. 
The book of Judith, while not recognized in the Protestant Bible, is a tale of tremendous 
female cunning and power. Judith defeats the Assyrian army by seducing their general and 
beheading him after he has drank himself into oblivion. It makes sense in retrospect that this 
would be the name of my story’s main character, a woman who would actively resist the 
original ending of her own story, and with it, the patriarchal oppression of her time.  
 As I wrote, I hoped that my structure would resist this oppression as well. Since 
traditional narratives have often aggressively ignored and silenced marginalized voices, I had 
to decide on a different way to tell the story. Fragments felt safe, like tiny monsters that 
could echo through pages. I wrote as if I were taking a Polaroid, only including what could 
fit in my three by five frame; Judith often didn’t give me more than that, anyway. As I wrote, 
I realized that there was another character in the conversation, one whom I have called the 
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Author. They want to find the answers in Judith’s story; they are me and they are not me. 
Their worry ticks along at the bottom of the page like a metronome. To represent their 
interruption to the story, I included them only in footnotes. When they opened up, their 
words would start to stretch up the page, as if to meet her voice at the top. Indeed, she 
started to respond, perhaps looking for a friend. Perhaps looking to set the record straight.  
Their relationship formed the climax of this thesis. The Author knows to not want the 
ending of Judith’s story, the violence it entails, but can not resist the conclusion. Judith 
responds by letting them leave, by taking away the consummation of her despair. We leave 
her in the woods, or, rather, she leaves us for the woods.  
An Encyc lopedia o f  Objec t s  
 Out of all of the sections in my thesis, Appendix A feels like it has the most room for 
exploration. Truthfully, I imagine this thesis project as about two thirds of my full 
manuscript and I absolutely plan on adding to this encyclopedia. I originally envisioned these 
objects as reluctant witnesses of Judith’s trauma; as I continued to write, I realized they 
might be more implicated than they (or I) wanted to admit. By exploring the story from the 
perspective of inanimate objects, I was able to discover new details, continue to add to the 
collaged story I wanted to tell.    
 It was difficult to find the appropriate structure for the object stories. I decided to 
situate them in the center of the page, separate from the Author’s voice and far enough away 
from Judith’s narrative. Perhaps this is the moment where the Author’s voice can merge with 
Judith, maybe they share the same trauma. An encyclopedia, a text that crosses and contains 
time and space. Perhaps this could be the document big enough to hold both of their stories.  
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Tel l ing Trauma: A Survivor ’s  Handbook  
 I am a writer. When I experienced trauma, I looked for the right words, the sharp cut 
of consonants to give it its shadow and shape. I began my story again and again; I forgot it, I 
remembered it at night in a panic. Some people listened. Some people tried to but their 
pocket gods were too loud to hear the stanzas of my prayers. Others interrupted, offered me 
conclusions, their dogma hidden in healing. I was tired of looking for answers in blank 
expressions, in fear that looked like false faith. Then Judith found me and while I was not 
ready to tell my story, I wanted to try and tell hers.  
 I believe we do survivors a great injustice by imagining their terror as a narrative arc. 
Trauma should be told through fragments, faded photographs that contribute to the whole. 
My thesis is trying to do just that, to give permission for multiple readings, for mistakes, for 
the cycle of the story, how it starts and stops. How it is never the same twice. It would be 
foolish for me to think that the entirety of this translation could fit in my manuscript. It isn’t 
supposed to; Judith says so herself, “I am outside of this white space”. My hope is that the 
real story will happen outside of that white space; my hope is for those people who need a 
canyon big enough for the echo of their unspeakable event, that they will find space to tell 





















A RECOVERING LUTHERAN’S GUIDE TO UNDERSTANDING 








WHAT IT IS THEY MUST THINK YOU’RE DOING  









This academic project dispels, once and for all, the particularly pesky rumors about nice 
young, Christian women and replaces them with cold, hard facts about life outside of the 
flock. It rubs shoulders with raving feminists, and proposes, (calmly and quietly, don’t worry) 
a kind of complete anarchy styled as a victorious high speed car chase. The author extols the 
merits of her excessively subversive and expensively liberal education through a ruthless 
critique of all of those old, white men who wanted so very badly to tell her what to do with 
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1.) Look below your waist. 
2.) Does your identity announce itself, length harmless against your thigh? Or does it 
shudder north. Do you taste bitter? Or like the warm buzz of a secret? 
3.) What name is your name? Are you a footnote in your father’s lineage, do they ever call 
you their Darling Mistake? 
4.) Notice how they hate your body, how it opens like a red balloon. 
5.) Have you learned the etiquette of apology, how you will always take up too much space?  




Critical Forward from Emily Dickinson 
 
If you are lonely, you can build homes out of stories, pulling sentences from the sky and 
choosing bright words as rafters. There is no truer friend than an independent clause, 
stalwart and sure in the middle of the page. As your minister must move others to belief, you 
too must govern the church of your secret thoughts, keeping your hands clasped in fervent 
prayer, scribbling these verses as an offering. 
When the right character calls you, answer quickly, without too much noise. They are afraid 
of your intentions, worried your stroke will be too broad, your portrayal a laughably large 
caricature. You wouldn’t embarrass them, would you? They have come to you in confidence; 
would you pull their red wings out for all to see? 
Don’t forget who is in charge. Don’t misplace their tongue for a tone you’d like to visit, a 
city setting too vast for one so small. Don’t berate them with questions like a ringing alarm; 
be still in your service and know that they are gone till they are good and ready. Never reveal 
their punch lines but revel in their quick wit. Praise their portraits, their form jutting out 
against your anticipations. 







Where to Stand When Surveying a Biblical Text 
 
Not too close. 
Memorize the words but don’t keep them, 
don’t let them inch towards your tissue 
Plant your feet directly in contradiction, 
heels digging into dogma, 
a skater stopping herself on the ice 
 
Learn to keep God’s will as a salve, 
its smooth jar full of the oil 
that will never run dry 
 
Use doubt as aphrodisiac 
that hot marble of repentance 
its continual call for you to come 
 
to these pages for newness 
for life more abundantly 
After all, dear sinner, 
 
this world is nothing more 
than a mirror reflecting dimly, heaven 
a well which resists its destination 
 
The cadence of its depth a poor 
man’s promise, join us in this living 







If the purpose of a story is to reveal an essential truth, to strike the ground and call up 
structure as deliverance.  
If the author is nothing more than fingertip to wrist, a gesture and snap. 
If the girl can take to the woods, hiding apple cores in her pockets and a blade at her thigh. 
If ordinary birds scorn their upbringing, crushed velvet wings a chorus of dissonance. 
If a father’s wisdom is always a mistake in translation, a scoreboard, a trick. 
If narrative is no friend but a ghost. 
If dogma rots teeth and turns stomachs like marching into battle. 
If our faith fails like light bulbs with a winter storm. 
If Jephthah sacrificed his daughter the same day without hesitation. 
If there is no way out. 
 





























Judges 11:1-8, 29-33  
Jephthah the Gileadite was a mighty warrior. His father was 
Gilead; his mother was a prostitute. 2 Gilead’s wife also bore him 
sons, and when they were grown up, they drove Jephthah away. 
“You are not going to get any inheritance in our family,” they 
said, “because you are the son of another woman.” 3 So Jepthah 
fled from his brothers and settled in the land of Tob, where a 
gang of scoundrels gathered around him and followed him. 
4 Some time later, when the Ammonites were fighting Israel, 5 the 
elders of Gilead went to get Jephthah from the land of Tob. 6 
“Come,” they said, “be our commander, so we can fight the 
Ammonites.”  
7 Jephthah said to them, “Didn’t you hate me and drive me from 
my father’s house? Why do you come to me now, when you’re in 
trouble?” 
8 The elders of Gilead said to him, “Nevertheless, we are turning 
to you now; come with us to fight the Ammonites, and you will 
be head over all of us who live in Gilead.” 
 
29 Then the Spirit of the LORD came on Jephthah. He crossed 
Gilead and Manasseh, passed through Mizpah  
of Gilead, and from there he advanced against the Ammonites. 
30 And Jephthah made a vow to the LORD: “If you give the 
Ammonites into my hands, 31 whatever comes out of the door of 
my house to meet me when I return in triumph from the 
Ammonites will be the LORD’s, and I will sacrifice it as a burnt 
offering.”  
 
32 Then Jephthah went over to fight the Ammonites, and the 
LORD gave them into his hands. 33 He devastated twenty towns 
from Aroer to the vicinity of Minnith, as far as Abel Keramim. 





When Jephthah was a little hiccup of a boy his father asked him to throw his ball as far as he 
could, to point to the edge of his effort. To make it disappear. 
 
“I need to know you, Son,” he said. 
 
And Jephthah, accidental zealot, unknowingly waiting for this moment, took all of his pink 
strength and tried till his elbows locked with the effort, the sport of it an afterthought against 
the dimming horizon. 
 
Then his father said to him, “Run as fast as you can for that ball, Jephthah, like your legs are 
the sly grin of the Holy Spirit and when you return I will have something for you.” And 
Jephthah ran and ran to the ball but when he came back his father had left him. And he 
flushed a deep red and threw the ball straight up to try and take a crack at God. But there 
was no answer.  
 
So Jephthah wandered through many afternoons, his clothes limp feather and grit with the 
heat of the day. He did not know what to look for but he knew how to fight, each fist a tight 




One of these afternoons, he met the other children of his father, men who never had to 
think about what they had not had. Today they cried like colic, bodies all shudder and moan. 
“Jephthah.”  
 
Their shrill privilege a strike at his face, their cries like a cancer about to be cut. They reached 
their arms like flags to him but he ran, kicking up dirt and closing his eyes tight. Two miles. 
Four miles. But Jephthah was tumbling over and onto himself, suffocating in the dirt at his 
brothers’ feet. They pulled him up by the scruff of his shirt, moving the wing back into 
place. 
“Are you better than your bloodline?”  
Gravel. Heels. Laughter.  
“Who do you think will come when you call?” 
Now Jephthah had one thing in the world that he owned and that was his daughter. He 
knew when making promises to God, you needed to edge out any other bets. So he spit in 
his hand and said, “I’ve never known a fight I couldn’t win. After the fires die down, you’ll 
be glad to know me, calling my name in the street. And I’ll thank our Heavenly Father by 






Their lord had gotten fat. 
Irritated by every little thing, he never wiped his feet at the door. God was tracking dirt into 
his palace in the sky. Got bored, cracked his knuckles, real slow. He was older now, old 
enough to know better. Too old to play ball. Still a sucker for an afternoon buzz. 
He never gave up chew, lazy right hand at work, packing the can. The snap of his wrist was 
no miracle, the slow high a stain on his gums. Pushing the tobacco down with his tongue, 
God would sift through the day’s mail. A burnt out celebrity. He’d rub his gut, proud, 
reading through the hundreds of acclamations, written in all uppercase font. The critiques, 
the protests, these were thrown into the fire. He didn’t have time for naysayers. Tried to spit 
into his beer can, missed. Rubbed it into the carpet with his heel. 
Even the divine have their quota. God tacked his five favorite requests to a dart board. First 
dart wins the call of the Lord. Maybe he’d been practicing, avoiding the bull’s eye altogether. 
Mysterious ways. Regardless, God shuffled to his feet, spit straight down, and answered his 





Here’s what they didn’t tell you.  
The Lord God Almighty never gave Moses the miracle of the Red Sea. Left with no options, 
his people walked into its temper willingly, while the soldiers mocked them from the shore, 
wives and children singing themselves to sleep, while they were engulfed by the weight of 































Judges 11: 34-30 
34 When Jephthah returned to his home in Mizpah, who should 
come out to meet him but his daughter, dancing to the sound of 
timbrels! She was an only child. Except for her he had neither 
son nor daughter. 35 When he saw her, he tore his clothes and 
cried, “Oh no, my daughter! You have brought me down and I 
am devastated. I have made a vow to the LORD that I cannot 
break.” 
 
36 “My father,” she replied, “you have given your word to the 
LORD. Do to me just as you promised, now that the LORD has 
avenged you of your enemies, the Ammonites. 37 But grant me 
this one request,” she said. “Give me two months to roam the 
hills and weep with my friends, because I will never marry.” 
 
38 “You may go,” he said. And he let her go for two months. She 
and her friends went into the hills and wept because she would 
never marry. 39 After the two months, she returned to her father, 
and he did to her as he had vowed. And she was a virgin. 
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First, three lies. 
One. 
When I was a child, my parents took me to the forest. There was a cabin, a chimney. They 
chopped wood, worked to frenzy. The embrace of axe and handle, my mother’s hands an 
open wound. 
Two. 
I am writing this for the child I will never have, a girl called Sarah. I call her Longing. Call 
her tick, call her Bruised Temple. My little rubber sole, my consequence.  
Three. 




I was my father’s beloved and he was mine. 
“Judith,” he’d call me to breakfast. Toss me an orange, take the other against the table. Roll 
it under his palm. I’d push against the fruit’s skin, give up and take the coarse, sour bite. 
The radio gave us pause from our work. Distracted till the potatoes boiled over, his 
profanity ringing like a laugh.  
“With a mother, you might have had a cleaner mouth.” 





	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
1	  I have found the sick stitch of a story in my belly. In the morning, it is at the foot of my 
bed. It is on the other side of my closed eyes in the shower, and so I let the soap bite at my 
vision rather than risk it coming even a moment closer. It is coming closer, Judith.	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My father loved me most when I was singing. Hymns ticking through my brain like an 
abacus, the cry of the Lord to come home. Our farm house on the hill. Revival come to call 
with the heat wave, young men perspiring in their seats, eager for the meal following service. 
You couldn’t have told me my joy would change. 
What had I done to deserve it? Hadn’t I held my candle still, the wax dripping onto its cheap 






	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
2	  At first, I want her to be free. One who wouldn’t take to the woods without a fight. I worry 
about her cowering, thinking it would be fashionable to be a martyr. She wonders the way 
the flame would lick her dress. 
 
I know something the girl does not know, with her perch and stare, her legs tight as lips. A 
woman is only what is whispered about her, can only be as desirable as the quick bites 
behind her back.	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Judges 11: 34-30 
34 When Jephthah returned to his home in Mizpah, who should come out to meet  
 
him but his daughter, dancing to the sound of timbrels! She was an only  a child.  
 
Except for her he had neither son nor daughter. 35 When he saw her, he tore his  
clothes and cried, “Oh no, my daughter! You have brought me down and I am  
 
devastated. I have made a vow to the LORD that I cannot break.” 
I have made a vow to the LORD that I cannot break.” 
I have made a vow to the LORD that I cannot break.” 
I have made a vow to the LORD that I cannot break.”  
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I am outside of the white space.  
I am an ordinary bird with teaspoon steps in the margins, a visitor. I balance on bird legs to 





	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
3	  And your mother, how she held you easy as crystal. Could she have known, Ordinary Bird, 
how they would handle you?	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I was born on a still birth day. Plucked out like a cherry from a tree; they didn’t know where 
to put me, still too slick to sit still. I said, “let me go back, please god, let me go back in.” But 
there arms said stay and their teeth said stay and their rough dancing said stay stay stay. A 
different kind of death sentence. 
My mother howled mercy, her belly a piñata. The nurses patched her like a quilt, tracing their 
fingers over her seams, the crash of cross stitch. They said, don’t worry dear, we’ll tell you 
what happened. You are happy now; you’ve done what you were built to do, remember? The 
doctor sipped gin, rubbed his five o’clock shadow against her new womb.  
And my father, hanging white flags in our windows, a protection against flame. His smile a 
glint at his blade. If I lay down, I can still hear his clicking teeth.  





	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
4	  Have you ever written it down, Judith? The thing he did to you?	  
31	  
	  
There is a place where good men mouth the words they want your step to speak. Here come 
their clicking steps, up the side of the house, see how they look in on me. How they wait for 
my misstep. A love like terror, a terror with knuckle and bone, the blank reel of film, the 
date that plays back like static. 






	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
5	  I know the power that comes from giving words to the voiceless, a charity that feels like 
freedom but fights like fraud. 
 
If the girl didn’t have a name, is it because she chose it? Did she guide translating hands past 
her biography?  
 







	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
6	  Why don’t you write down everything that you would leave behind in a small box,  
 
if you could?	  
35	  
	  
Easter candy. Patent white leather shoes. Red rimmed eyes from a field that begs to 
be hayed. House keys. The catch of the clutch in the car we drove, the car as a 
metaphor. Roughness as a metaphor for love, love for worth, worth as closely kept 






	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
7	  The girl isn’t any good at running. This is ruining my narrative. She’s looking over her 
shoulder, anxious for the good angle. I write desperation but she’s gone too pretty for that. I 
write wringing her hands and she only pouts her lips.	  
37	  
	  
What I did when I ran: caught my step. Sucked the sap off my fingers. Nursed  exit 
wounds and found the ocean, hadn’t known to miss the call of the tides. The way they 
knew my name without expecting anything in return. The driftwood was cautious 





	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
8	  And when the story ends, when it slips from my grasp, it deserts me. When it takes its 
inevitable turn, I know I should not want it, the way it burns like teeth at taut fabric, igniting 






He calls his god down upon my head, but it does nothing to frighten me. I know how 
he busies himself, cleaning his gun, all his cherubim gathered around him, singing a 
litany of its parts, stock, barrel, trigger. 




I have built nest in this explanation. I am the panic in the preacher’s eye, the grief of 
the Lord’s second coming never come. 




















The Knife Consoles the Girl 
I had never wanted to touch you. Considered you at distances and prayed against our 
meeting. I burned incense in your name, watching the smoke smudge the corners of 






































The Bottle in Confession 
 
I worried the ways he took to me, entitlement as hand around my neck. Would that I 












The Bottle Cries out to the Knife 











The Knife Repents 
Tender were our hours together. Me, laid next to her breast. Young girl, forgive me. I 
could not cover my eyes. I could not cover my eyes.  
 
 
